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cross-country short cut and had gotten tangled up in some
barbed wire.
It very soon began to dawn on me that Munthe was the spirit
of the place. His genius had architectured the house and
planned the gardens; he had sent the columns from Italy.
It was almost the replica of a house of his own at Capri. He
showed me the photographs. He had four houses on Capri.
One that he lived in, one that he lent to " people who could
appreciate it," one that he lent to the Queen, and the fourth
which " he lent to friends."
When I heard this I went to Princess Margaret's room and
told her about it, and I said :
" I mean to be one of those friends."
She laughed and said: " Who knows ? " and " Well see ! "
Before the visit came to an end, Munthe offered to lend me
the fourth house. It wasn't really a house at all, he explained,
it was a Saracen watch-tower on a cliff 1,000 feet above the
sea. I assured him I would arrive in six months' time, but
he did not seem to think I would stick to the plan. He said I
was too worldly and that even if I did go there I would grow
tired of the isolation on a mountain top. I needed people: I
was American in my character; I must be perpetually amused.
So he went on, arousing me to spirited refutations. We were
each of us over-anxious that the plan should come off, but
suspected the other of insincerity. I wanted it—God knows—
more than anything in the world. I had spent one spring in
Tuscany in Shelley's village of Lerici on the Bay of Spezia,
and cherished the unforgettable joy of it. Here was another
chance and one which would be within the means of our totter-
ing finances.
My father, however, expressed his pent-up disapproval of
the plan in a voluminous letter from New York which reached
me in November:
Nov. 2, 1909.
new york,
" I sit down to give you a good talking to—prepare for a lecture
on wide lines. I have read your long letter over again, the first one
from home, and it satisfies me less and less ! It was written after an
interval of a month about, it is self from beginning to end ! What is
going to make ' Heaven ' for you three or four months away . . .
and what a Heaven ? You are going to grope about Capri and find

